THE ROSEBUD
In June I brought her roses, and she cupt One dim bud in her hand and cherisht it, And put it to her mouth. Rose and she
supt Each other's sweetness; but the flower was
lit* By her kind eyes, and glowed.    Then in her
breast She laid it blushing, warm and doubly blest.
SPRING ON THE DOWN
When Spring blows o'er the land, and sun-
light flies
Across the hills, we take the upland way. I have her waist, the wooing wind her eyes And lips and cheeks.    His kissing makes her
As flowers.    " Thou hast two lovers, O my
dear," Say I ; and she, " He takes what thou dost
fear."
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